THE SEARCH

And that is for Thy Seat, Beloved Lord !
Wilt Thou not accept it, because of a child?
Or doth not my voice reach Thee, Dear!
Because it is too mild ?

Krishna! I love Thee - Thou art so dear!

What shall I do now, if Thou wilt not hear ?

As a fish dies without water,

Or the partridge without moon,

Or the thirsty Chatak without rains

Surely dies ever so soon,

So I am pining, Darling, Oh! without Thee,

Wilt Thou appear now and thus save me ?

Shall I live or shall I die?

What use there is of life when Thou belie

And keep me away ever from Thee ?

Into Thy confidence, please ! take me.

Tell me, dear Lord! tell me once

Thy Face to see if I have a chance ?"
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